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on each side of it. We asked what they were, and he told us they were “sun dogs” and that 
we could expect real cold weather. We had had lots of cold weather already, so wondered 
how much colder it could be. A day or two later, the thermometer dropped to 50 degrees 
below Fahrenheit, and the fires had to be kept burning all night to keep things from 
freezing. Towards the end of January a thaw came and the sun shone brightly during the 
day. This thaw was called The Chinook, and was caused by a warm wind from the Pacific 
Ocean, coming through a pass in the mountains. It was really surprising how the snow 
started to melt and the drifts went down. A trail was soon opened through the bush to 
Lacombe and a good supply of groceries laid in. Tom told us the worst weather was to 
come. February was a bad month. 
 We had word from England that my stepmother and sister Eva, would be arriving 
in Alberta about the first week in March. This letter came just before Christmas. We were 
very excited as our first Christmas here drew near. The men folk had gone to Lacombe 
early in December and had gotten dried fruit, currants and raisins for the baking. My 
brother from New York also sent up articles for the festive season. There were 
chocolates, nuts and eating raisins, figs and some small toys for the little girl on the next 
farm. 
 Father invited two Englishmen to spend Christmas with us. Mr. Lockwood was 
quite elderly, and had been a butler for a wealthy family in England; his partner was a 
young fellow, about a year older than my brother. His name was Bert Richards, and he 
was from Gosport, near Portsmouth in England. Mr. Lockwood came from Aldreshot. 
My father had been a strong Liberal in politics in England and Mr. Lockwood was a 
conservative and also a strong churchman. I used to listen to them arguing about the 
British government and also about church affairs. Mr. Lockwood had very strong ideas 
on both, also on how teenagers should behave. I used to think he would like to shut all the 
children and teenagers in a room and never let them out. We were never allowed to speak 
when he visited us. I used to wonder if he had ever been young himself and how his 
partner put up with him. Everything had to be his way. Father said it was because he was 
a bachelor and never had much to with children or young people. My brother, sister and I, 
entertained the young fellow and left father and Mr. Lockwood to their reminiscences of 
England in their young days. It is funny how older people always think their childhood 
was much better. 
 Christmas Day seemed quiet to us. We were used to going to Sunday school 
concerts and taking part in them, then, there were always parties, both at home and with 
relatives and friends. Next day was Boxing Day. Mr. Lockwood invited us down to their 
place to spend the day. He was a very good cook and had a good old fashioned English 
dinner for us. He had, among other things, roasted a large round of beef; in the afternoon, 
an Indian from Buffalo Lake, called in to get warm, his name was Peter Canchise, and he 
spoke English fairly well. It appeared his squaw had made moccasins to sell, and he was 
on his way to Red Deer to sell them. He showed us the moccasins. My father and Bert 
Richards each bought a pair, the others were too large for Mr. Lockwood and Tom. 
Before the Indian left, Mr. Lockwood 
